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How with this rage fhall b.cautic hold a plea, 

Whole adKon is no Wronger then a flower? 

O how {hall fummers bunny breath hold out, 
Againft the wrackfull fledge ofbattring dayes. 
When rocks impregnable arc not To ftoute , 

Nor gates of fteelc fo ftrong but time decayes? 

O fearefull meditation, where alack, 

Shall times belt Jewell from times cheft lie hid ? 

Or what ftrong hand can hold his Iwift foote back. 
Or who his fpoilc or beautie can forbid? 

O none,vnlcfle this miracle haue might. 

That in black inck my loue may ftill Ihine bright* 
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T Yr’d with all thefe for reftfull death I cry. 

As to behold defert a begger borne, 

And needie Nothing trimd in iollitie. 

And pureft-faith vnhappily forfworne. 

And gilded honor fhamefully mifplaft. 

And maiden vertue rudely {trumpeted, 

And.rigHt perfe£tion wrongfully difgrac’d, 
Andftrength by limping fway difablcd. 

And arte made tung-tidc by authoritie. 

And Folly (Doftor-like ) conerouling skill. 

And fimple-Truth mifealde Simplicitie, 

And captiue-good attending Captaineill. 

Tyr’d with all thefe, from thefe would I be gone, 
Sauethat to dye, I lcaue my loue alone. 
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A H wherefore with infection fhould he liue, 
And with his prefence grace impietie. 

That finne by him aduantage fhould atchiue, 

And lace it felfe with his focietie ? 

Why fhould falfe painting immitate his cheeke. 
And fteale dead feeing of his liuing hew? 

Why fhould poore beautie indire&ly feeke, 

Rofes of fhaddow,fince his Role istruq? 
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Why fhould he !iue,now nature banckrout is, 

Beggerd of blood to blufh through liuely vaines. 

For fhe hath no exchecker now but his, 

And proud of many,liues vport his gaines? 

O him fhe ftores,to fhow what welth fhe had. 

In daies long firtce,before thefe laft fo bad. 
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T Hus is his cheeke the map of daies out-worne. 

When beauty liu’d and dy’ed as flowers do now* 
Before thefehaftard fignes of faire were borne. 

Or durft inhabit on aliuing brow* 

Before the goulden trefles of the dead. 

The right of fepulchcrs/wcre fhorne away, 

To liue a fcondlife on fecond head. 

Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay: 

In him thofe holy antique howers are Icene, 

Without all ornament, it felfe and true. 

Making no fummerof an others greene. 

Robbing no ould to drefle his beauty new. 

And him as for a map doth Nature ftore. 

To fhe w faulfe Art what beauty was of yore. 
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T“Hofe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view, 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend: 
All toungs(the voice offoulcs)giuc thee that end, 

Vctring bare truth,cuen fo as foes Commend. 

Their outward thus with outward praife is crownd. 

But thofe fame toungs that giue theefo thine owne, . 

In other accents doe this praife confound 
By feeing farther then the eye hath fhowne. 

They looke into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that in gueffc they meafure by thy deeds, 

Then churls their thoughts(although their eies were kind)} 
To thy faire flower ad the ranckc fmell of weeds. 

But why thy odor matcheth not thy fhow, 

T Thefolyc is this,that thou doeft common grow, 
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